Themoft lamentable Tragedie 

Tri, Let me difpute with thee of thv eftac* 

Ro. Thou can ft not fpeake of that thou doft not fed,' 
Wert thou as young as l,Mm thy Iou c “ 0t tcele » 

An hour but mzrncd y Ttbalt murdered * 

Doting like me,and like me baoifhed* 

Then mighteft thou fpeake, * 

Then mighteft thou tearethy hayre, 

And fall vpon the ground as I do now, 

T aking the meafure of an vnmadc graue. 

Enter Nurfe,audknoikes, 

Fn. Arifeone knocks,good Romeo hidet hv felfe 1 

7v/t^*i i Not r T nleffe the brcach °fhartficke /rones* 
Mlft-likeinfold mefrom the fearch of eyes. 

They kiio eke, 

Tn. Harkehwthey knocl tc (whor e ehcrc)*w.a r ir c . 

Thou vvjltbetaken,ftaya while, ftandvp, * 

Sludkriocke. 

Kun to my ftudy by and by,Gods will 
What fimplenefle isthisd come, I come. 

Knocke, 

o knocks fo hard'whence come youfvvhats your will? 
Enter Nurje, 

icor;te;Tir dyouaaUkBow ^'^ 

Frio. Welcome then, 

Nur. O holy Frier,0 tell me holy Frier, 

Whe res my Ladies Lord,wheres Romeo 
Fr*. There on the ground, 9 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

N«n O he is euen in my Mirtrelle cafe, 

1 uft m her cafe.O wofull fimpathy: 

Pmous predicament, euen fo lies Ihe, 

Blubbnng and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 

^ta nd vp,ftand vp,ftand and y o u be aman, 
ror atitis fake,for her fake rife and Hand: 

Why lhouid youfallincofodecpe an O; 

Horn, Nurfe, jV/,r.Ah 


cf^omeo and I fillet i 

Nttr. Ah fir, ah fir, deaths the end of all. 

Ro, Spakeftthouof /*/i*«howisitwithhcf?‘ 

Doth not Ihe thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaind the childhood of our ioy, 

VVith blood remoued,but little from herowne? 

VVhere is Che; and how doth /hefand what fayes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue? 

Nur. Oil ihe fayes nothing lir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp. 

And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries. 

And then do wne falls againe, 

Ro. As if that name foot from the deadly leucll of a gun, 
Didmurther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdrcd her kinfman. Oh tell me F rier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge? Tell tne, that I may fackc 

The hatefullmanlion. 

Tri. Hold thy defperate hand: 

Art thou a man? thy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womanilh, thy wild afts denote 
The vnreafonablefurieof abeaft; 

Vnfcemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me. By my holy order, 

I thought thy difpolition better temperd. 

Haft thouflaine7yW<? wiltchou flay thy felfe? 

And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lies, 

By doing damned hate vpon thy Life? 

Why raj left thou on thy birth? the heauen and earth? 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou fhameft thy fhape,thy loue, thy wit. 

Which like a Vfureraboundftinall: 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed , 

VVhichfoould bedecke thy foape, thy loue, thy wit: 

T hy noble lhape, is but a forme of waxc. 
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